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“You scoundrel!” she hissed, her
wlhiole body shaking and her ecare
fully-cultivated appearance of the gra
Slous evenlpg of youth swallowed up
t4 # black evelone of hate. “You gut-
terplant!  God will punish you for
the ahame you have brought uponus!®

| opened the door and bowed, with:
it u word, without even the desire
e retarn fnsult for insult—had not
Anlta evideatry aguain and finally re-
Jected them and chosen me? As
they passed into the private hall 1|
raukg for Sanders to come and let
them out. When 1 turned back Into
the drawlngroom, Anita was seated,
win reading a book. | walted until
| suw she wus not golng to speak.
Then | sald: “What time will you
ave dinoer?” But my face must
lve been expressing some of the joy
anid gratitude that flled me. “She has
chusen!” | was saying to myself over
and over,

“Whenever you usually have it,” she
replied, without looking up.

“AL seven o'clock, then.
batter tell Sanders.”

| rang for him and went into my
tittle emoking-room. She had resisthd
her parents' final appeal to her to re-
tirn to them. She had cast in her
lot with me, “The rest can be left to
time,” said 1 to myself. And, review-
ing all that had happened, 1 lot a wild
hope cend tenacious roots deep into
me.  How often lgnorance ls a bless-
ing; how often knowledge would make
*he step falter and the heart quall!

XX,
BLACKLOCK ATTENDS FAMILY
PRAYERS.

During dinner 1 bore the whole
hurden of conversation—though bur-
den | did not find It. Like most close-
mouthed men, | am extremely talk-
ative, Sllence sets people to won-
dering and prying; he hides his se-
crots best who hides them at the bot-
toni of & river of words. If my spir-
its are.high, 1 often talk aloud to my-
self when there is no one convenlent,
And how could my spirits be anything
but high, with her sitting there op-
posite me, mine, mine for better or
for worse, through good and evil re-
port—my wife!

She was only formally responsive,
veluctant naod brief In answers, vol
unteering  nothing, The servanls
walting on us no doubt lauld her man-
per to shyness; | underatood it, or
thought 1 did—but | was not troubled.
It Is as natural for me to hope as to
bresthe; and with my knowledge of
character, how ceuld I take serlously
the moodr and Impulses of one whom
i regarded as a child-like girl, trained
w falge pride and fulse ldeals?
“She has chosen to stay with me,”
sald I to myself. “Actlons count, not
words or manner. A few days or
weoks, and she will be horsell, and
mine,” And I went gally on with
my efforts to Interest her, to make her
smile and forget the role she had
commanded hersell to play. Nor was
1- wholly unsuccessful. Again and
agnin 1 thought I saw a gleam of in-
terest In her eyes or the begiunings
of a smile about that sweet mouth
of hers. | was careful not to overdb
wmy part.

As soon as we finlghed dessert 1
snid: “You loathe clgar smoke, so 1'I1
hide mysell in my den. Saoders will
bring you the clgarettes.” | had my-
self telephoned for a supply of her
kind early In the day.

She made a polite protest for the
benefit of the servants; but |  was
firm, and left her free to think things
aver alone In  the drawlng room—
“your sitting-room,” T called it |
had not finlshed a small cigar when
there came a timid knock at my door,
| threw away the clgar and opened.
“1 thought It was you,” sald 1. "I'm
famillar with the knocks of all the
olthers. And this was new—like a
summer wind tapplng with a flower
for admisgalon at a closed window.”
And 1 laughed with a lttle ralllery,
and she smiled, colored, tried o seem
cold and hostile again

“Shall 1 go with you to your sit

You had

ting:room?" | went on “Porhaps
the cigar smoke here—"
“No, no," she Interrupted; *“1 don‘t

relly mind cigard—and the windows
ure wide open., Hesldes, | came for
ounly & moment-—-just to say—"

An she cast about for words to carry
her on, | drew up a chalr for her,
She looked at 1t uncervialoly, seated
Lersell, “When mammu was here—
this afternoon,” she went on, “sghe
wis urging me to—to do what she
wished. And after she had psed sov-
oral arguments, she sald something |
—I'v@ been thinklng it over, and It

seomed 1 ought o fafrness to  tell
you."

I walted.

“She sald: ‘In a few days more he'

~—that meant you-—'he will be ruined.
Heo imagines the worst I8 over for
him, when In fact they've only be
‘un'l.l
“They! T repeated.
‘they'? The Langdons?"
“l think sn” she replied with an

“Who are

you her exaet words—as far as | can.”

“Well,"” sald 1, "and why didn't you
go?

She pressed her lips firmly together,
Finally, with a straight look into my
eyes, she replled: 1 shall not dls-
cuss that. You probably misunder-
stund, but that & your own affalr"”

“You believed what she sald about
me, uf course,” sald L

“1 neltlrer believed nor disbhelieved,”
she answered Indifferently, as she
rose to go. It does not Interest me.'

“Come here,” sald L.

I walted untll she reluctantly jolued
me at the window, 1 polnted to the
steeple of the church across the way.
“You could as easily throw down that
steeple by pushing against it with
your bare hands,” 1 sald to her, “as
‘they,’ whoever they are, could put me
down. They might take away my
money. Hut If they did, they would
only be giving me a lesson that would
tench me how more easily to get it
back, 1 am not a bundle of stock oer-
tificates or a bag of money., | am—
here,”” and | tapped my forehead.

She forced a faint, scornful smile,
8he did not wish me to see her be-
Hef of what | sald.

“You may think that s vanity,” |
went on. “But will learn, sooner or

taken up with her, | must have bheen
thinking, underneath, of the warning
she had brought; for, perhaps half
or three-quarters of an hour after she
left, 1 wns suddenly whirled out of
my reverie at the window by @&
thought like a pistol thrust into my
face. “What If “they’ should include
Roebuck!" And Just as a man e
gins to defend himself from a sudden
danger before he clearly sees what
the danger is, so 1 began to act be
fore | even questionod whether my
spusplcion was plansible or absurd. 1

went Into the hall, rang the bell,
slipped a Hghtwelght cont over my
evening dress and pul on A hut
When Sanders appeared, I said: “I'm

golng out for n few minutes—per
haps an hour—If any ong ahkonld
ask.” A moment later | was in A
hansom and on the way to Roebuck's

The door of Roebuck's house was
opened for me by & mald—a man-ser-
vant would have been a “sinful” lux
ury, & man-gervant might be the hire
ling of plotters against his life. | may
add that she looked the cheap mald-
of-all-work, and her manners were of
the free and fresh sort that Indi
ciatea a feeling that as high, or higher,
wages, and less to do could be got
elsawhere.

“1 don't think you can see Mr, Hoe
buck,” she said.

“Take my card to him,” 1 ordered,
“and I'll walt in the parlor.”

“‘Parlor's In uge,"” she retorted with
A sarcastic grin, which I was soon to
understand.

Bo | stood by the old-fashloned coat

and hat ‘ack while she went
In at the hall door of the back
parlor, Soon  Roebuck  himself
came out, his glasses on  his
nose, & family HBible under his
arm, “Glad to swe you, Matthew,”

sald he with saintly kindliness, giving
me a friendly hand. “We are just
about to offer up our evenlng prayer
Come right In"

I followed him Into the back parlor
Both It and the front parlor were

lighted; In a sort of circle extending

"1 WAITED."

later, the differenes between boasting
and simple statement of fact. You
will leurn that 1 do not boast. What
I suld I8 no more a boast than for a
man with legs to say, ‘Il can walk.'
Because vou have known only leg
leas men, you exaggerate the dim-
culty of walking. It's as ecasy for me
o make money as It is for some peo
ple to spend It

It I8 hardly necossary for me to say
I was not Insinunting anything
against her people. But she was just
then supersensitive on  the subject
though [ did not suspect It. She
Mushed hotly, “You will not have any
cause Lo sneor at my people on that
nocount hersafter,” she sald. 1 set
tled that to-day.”

“l was not sueering at them,” 1 pro
tested. "1 wasn't even thinking of
them. And-—you must know that it's
a favor to me for anybody to ask me
to do anything that will please you—
Anltal™

She made a gesture of Impatience,
"l see 1'd better tell you why 1 did
not go with them today. 1 insisted
that they give back all they have
taken from you, And when they re
fused, 1 refused to go"”

“1 don't care why vou refused, or
Imagined you refused” said 1. 1 am
content with the fuct that you are
hare,"

“Hut you misunderstand it,” she an-
8 rered coldly.

“1 don't understand (t, 1 don't mis-
uwiderstand It,' was my reply., "1 ao-
et IL”

She turned away from the window,

ifted out of the room—you, who
love or at least have loved, can im-
agine how It made me feel to see Her
moving about in those rooms of mine

sffort. “She did not say—i've told

While the surface of gy mind wus

into both rooms were all the Roe
bucks and the four servants. “This
Is my frlend, Matthew Blackloek,”
sald he, and the Roebucks In the elr
cle gravely bowed. He drew up a
chalr for me, und we seated ourselves.
Amlid a solemn hush, he read a chap-
ter from the big Bible spread out up-
on his lean lap. My glance wandered
from face to face of the Roebucks,
as plainly dressed as weore their rer-
vants, | was able to look freely, mine
being the only eyes not bent upon
the floor.

Bo absorbed was | in the study of
the Influence of his terrible master
charscter upon those closeat to |t
that } started when he sald: “Let
us pray” 1 followed the example
of the others and knelt, The sudible
prayer was _dered up by his oldest
duughter, Mra. Wheeler, a widow
Roebuck punctusted each paragraph
In her serles of petitions with a loud.
Iy-whispered amen. When she prayed
for “the stranger whom Thou has led
seemingly by chance into our lttle
circle,” he whispered the amen more
forvently and repeated it. The prayer
onded and, us on our feef, the ser
vants withdrew; then, awkwardly, all
the family exeept Roebuck. Thut is.
they closed the doors between the two
rooms and left him and me alone in
the front parlor

“I sha'l not detain you long, Mr
Roebuck,” sald 1. "A report reached
me this evening that sent me to you
#t onee.”

“If possible, Matthew,” sald he, and
he could not hide his uneasiness, “put
off business until tomorpow, My mind
—yours, too, | trust —is not In the
frame for that kind of thoughts now."

“Is the Coal orgnnization to be an-
nuunc.ed the first of July?™ 1 de

— —

S

manded. It has alwave beon, and a:
wiys shall be, my method to Hght in
the open. This, not from principle,
but from expedieney. Fome mon
fight best in the brush: | don't. So i
always besmin battle by shelling the |
wooda !

“NO,” he spdd, amazing me by hia
Instunt  frankooss, “The  announce-
ment has boen post poned.”

Why did he not He o me? Why
did he not put me off the scent, as he
might eastly have done, with some
shrewd evaslon? | sispected | owed
It to my luek in catching him ac
family prayers.

“When will
annoupesd ™ 1 neked

“l ean not  say,” he answered.
Some dificulties—chiefly labor diffi-
aultiva—hnve arisen. Until they are
settled, nothing ean be done. Come
o me toomorrow, and we'll talk about
"

“That is all 1 wished to know,” eald
I, with a friendly, easy smile. *“Uood
night.”

It was his turn to be pstonighed——
and he showed It, where | had given

the reorganization be

not a sign. “What was the report
you heard?” he asked, to detain me.
“That you and Mowbray Langdon

had consplred to ruin me” sald I,
laughing.

He echosd my laugh rather hollow-
Iy, "It was hardly necessary for you
to come to me about such a-—a state-
ment."”

“"Hardly,"” | apuwered dryly. Hard-
ly, indeed! For | was seelng now all
that 1 had beon hiding from myself
since [ became Infatuated with Anita
and made marrving her my only
real business in e,

We faced each other, each meas-
uring the other, And as his glance
qualled before mine, I turned away to
coneenl my exualtation. In a  com-
purison of resources this mun who had
plotted to crush me was o me as
glant to midget. HBut 1 had the joy
of reallzing that man to man, | was
the stronger,

XXI1v.
“MY WIFE MUSTI"

As | drove away, | was proud of my-
solf. 1 had lstened to my death sen-
tence with a face so smiling that he
must almost have belleved me un-
consclous; and also, It had not even
entered my head, as | lstened, to
beg for mercy. Not that there would
have bLeen the least use In begging;
as well try to pray a statue into life,
as try to soften that set will and pur-
pose,  Still, many a man would have
weakened—and | had not weakened.
But when | was once more in my
apariment—in our apartment—per-
haps | did show that there was a
wenk streak through me. | fought
against the Impulse to see her once
more that night; bit | fought In
valn. 1 knocked at the door of her
sliting-room—a timid knock, for me.
No answer, | knocked again, more
loudly—then a third time, still more
loudly, The door opened and she
stood there, llke one of the angels
that guarded the gates of Eden after
the fall, Only, Instead of a flaming
sword, hers was of lce. She was In
n dressing-gown or tea gown, white
and clinging and full of Intoxicating
hints and gllmpses of all the beautles
of her figure. Her fnce softencd us
she continued to look at me, and |
entered,

“No—please don'lL turn on any more
lights,” 1 sald, as she moved toward
the electric buttons. “l just came
In to—to gee if I could do anything for
you" In fact, I had come, longing
for her to do something for me, to
show in look or tone or act

some
sympathy for me in my loneliness
and trouble,

“No, thank you,” she sald. Her

volce seemed that of a stranger who
wished to remain a stranger. And
she was evidently waiting for me to
0. You will sge what a mood I was
In when I say | felt as 1 had not slnco
I, & very small boy Indeed, ran away
from home; I came brek through the
chilly night to take one last glimpse
of the family that would soon be
realizing how foolishly and wickedly
unappreciative thay had been of such
a treasure as 1; and when | saw them
sitting about the big fire (n the lamp-
light, heartlessly comfortable and un-
concerned, it was all 1 could do to
keep back the tears of strong self-
pity=—and [ never saw them again,

“I've seen Roebuck,” sald 1 to Anita,
because | must say something, it *
was 1o stay on

“"Roebuck?”  she (nquired, Her
tone reminded me that his natse cone
veyed nothing to her,

"He and 1| are in an enterprise to-
gether,” | explained, “He Is the one
man who could serlously eripple me.”

"Oh,"” she sild, and her indifference,
forced though 1 thought It, wounded.

“Well,” said I, “"your mother was
right."

She turned full toward me, and even
in the dimness | saw her gqulek sym-
pathy—an Impulsive flash instantly
gone, But it had been there!

"1 came In here,” | went on, "to eay
that—Anita, It doesn't in the jeast
matter. No one in this world, no one
and nothing,. could hurt me except
through you. 8o long as | have you,
they-—the rest—all of them together——
can't touch me."

We woere both silent for several min-
utes. Then she sald, and her volce
wis like the smooth surface of the
river where the bholling rapidg run
deep: “But you haven't me—and
never shall have. I've told you that,
| warned you lotig ago, No doubt you
will pretend, and people will say, that
I left you because you lost your
money. But it won't be so”

I was beside her instantly, was look.
Ing Into her face. “What do you
mean?" | asked, and | did not speak
gently.

(To be Condnued.)

PRESCRIPTION NO. 184907

By CLARENCE H. STILSON

(Copyright, by

Dally

tory Pub. Ca.

Bagley glanced at the clook and
noted, with a tinge of rellef, that it
incked but a few minutes of six
a'clock, For several nights he had
bheen up for hours ot & time, nursing
his wife. His cheeks and forehead
were unndturally hot and his eyes
burned from loss of sleep.

Bagley strove to comfort himsell
with the old saylng about the length
of & lane that has no turning. Per-
haps, now that his wife was to re
cover—but his train of thought was
broken by the entrance of a customer,
nn old man.

Bagley glanced at the phial handed

him.  “Preseription No. 18487 Ten
drops when necessary. —Dr.  DBlack.”
He mechanieally opened the une

wieldy scerapbook n which the orig:
inal coples of preseriptions were
pasted, He rubbed his tired eyes
with his hand to enable him better to
decipher the handwriting, and com-
wenced to compound the mixture,

When ready he filled and corked
the bottle, notleing that the fuld 0ll-
ol it completely. At that moment
the night clerk came In, which left
him free to go home,

As the old man, pocketing his pur-
chase and the change, left the store,
Bugley, clothed In hat and raln coat
ready for home, pausod (o close up
and put away the prescription book,

which lay open newr him,  His head
seemed clear now, and he felt re-
Heved, He paused, hls eyes suddenly

attracted to the prescription he had
just compounded,

In an mstant he tasted the bitter-
ness, he felt the deathly nansea, of
the man who has blundered stupldly,
grievously, disastrously.’ A weakness
appronching death stealthily over-
cume him, as with blanched cheek,
his eyes read agiin the ingredients of
the deadly polson. ‘Prescription No.
18476, so like No, 18487, but alas!
the fatal transposition!

His Instinct took the inltiative,
while his consclousness strayed, and,
by the time his normal vision had
returned he had turned several pages
and had commenced to compound No.
18407, Yes, he would hurry after the
old gentleman, ask to see the phial,
and make the exchange surreptl-
tously.

Tears of agonized suspense and
chagrin clouded his eyes as be hur
ried down the street in the direc-
tion taken by the aged man, whose ad-
dreas, he realized almost at once, was
unknown to him. But immediately
he recalled the name on the label of
the bottle In his hand—Dr. Black—
who should know the names and ad-
dresses of his patlents. The detour
to the physiclan’'s office consumed
preclous minutes, perhaps the last
minutes {n the life of his Innocent vie-
thm, Before the Information for
which he so excitedly clamored had
been wholly Imparted, Bagley was
uway on the race with his destiny,
euch stride of which now brought him
nearer to Cherry street.

Ag he turned the lust corner, an am-
bulance, on its sllent tires, pussed him
In the opposite direction. His heart
sank within him, he staggered so that
his shoulder was brulsed by a projecs
ton on u gate post. He had been
too late! The responsibility for the
loss of m human life was on his
hands!

Realizing dimly, however, (hat
there had hardly been a sufficlent
elupse of time, since he left the store,
for the death to occur and for an am-
bulance to arrive, he sought and
found No, 47, a somber, three-story
brick structure. His Impatiently re-
peated rings bringing no response, he
entored a basement window whose
eatch proved defective, and, groping
his way upsiairs toward a lght, a
beam from which struck down the
stulrway. The stilinoss of the house
wccentunted all the dreadful possibili-
tles that hig Imagipation, alded by
clrcumstances of convinelng sequence,
had conjured up.

The light of the bedroom, Into which
he satepped, blinded him for a mo-
ment, but his eager glance found him
at once the unconsclous form of the
nged man, st clothed, stretched on
the bed. Near at hand, on a small
table, stood a number of bottles con-
tnining drugs The breathing of the

sufferer was labored and fitful, suoh |

us that of n person near to death.

Having the exchange of phials,
which he had planned, clear In his
mind, he slipped the bottle he pleked
up Into his pocket, leaving, among
the others on the table, the one he
had brought with him.

| how  hued

His way home led across a bridge, |

within a hundred yards of his home,
unid at the center of the areh he
pansed, prompted to hurl the sinlster
phial over the parapet. An arc-lamp,
high above him on Its tall pedestal, 1)
luminated the place glaringly.
Gods!  His lUp curled In & wolflah
snarl of desperntion, and the tnkle
of breaking glass at hls feet sounded
an uncanny signal for the black cur-
taln of despalr. For the label, which

The stumbling, dogged walk, into
which he fell, led him he knew not
where, >

Some time later In the evening, a
hearty volee awoke him to a sense of
his surroundings, 1t was that of Bil
lings, & newspaper friend. What was
he doing 'way over here on Cherry
streel at thia hour on such a night,
when he might be snug at home with
the prettiest lttle woman In town?
As for himself, O, he had just writ-
ten up a sulelde case al No. 47, Over-
dose of lnudanum, morphine, or some
drug, so the coroner had just declded.

Well, he must gay good night and
hurry on.
As Billings  left, Bagley put his

hand weakly to his throbbing head.
Cherry street. Sulelde, No, 477 A
#ob burst from his throat, his chin
dropped to his breast. The drug had
done lts work! The seeret was no
lomger his!  The Ineriminating phial
wis In the hands of the police!

Now that he had heard what he
had feared to hear, It seemed as
though his last, feeble Mloker of apirit
wavered and was puffed out, He stag:
gered on down the street. In the dark.
ness he discerned a group of police,
with a wagon at the ourb before No.
47.  The door way slammed and lock:
ed by & man who ran quickly down
the steps, nnd all entered the vehicle,
which disappeared into the darkness,

Mechanically Bagley entered the
gate, and, passing to one side, reached
the rear, and stumblgd over what
seemed to be n amall plle of rubbish
recently deposited by the police who
had just lelt,

His abrupt movement, In recover-
Ing hig balance, dislodged his hat, and
the light of the match he used to re-
cover It fell on the rubblsh plle. Bev-
eral bottles, such as contain drugs,
lny In sight, many of them labaled
Morphine or Laudanum. The coroner
had spoken of these two! One bottle
at his feet caught his eye, and he
took It into his hand as the match
fell to the ground.

Hix whole figure became rigid as
he read the label, but not with the
rigidity of suffering. As the match
burned and blistered his fingertips,
he still stared at a bottle, as yet un-
corked and full of a polsonous drug—
Preseription No. 18479,

IN AN ICEBERG PRISON, .

!
Marvelous Play of Colors on Sides of
the lce Mountaines,

We had scarcoly taken a dozen
strokes whygn we discovered ourselves
to be In the midst of a plunging fleet
of lcebergs. Obwerving an opening be-
tween two berge that we concluded
must lead to open water, we pulled
through ft, °

A sea rolled up, the opposing sides
of the bergs came together with a

| erash that shook tons of lce into the

sen.  The next moment found us com.
pletely surrounded by wsome dozen
enormous fcebergs, held wogether by
thelr coheslve foree,

The white and abrupt walls that
hemmed us Io were at first but dimly
percelved; but gradually the interior
of our lee prison became clear of all
vapor, and we saw that the bases of
the bergs were marked by sharp,
shelving projections that slashed into
the water with the whirling move
ment of mammoth reapers; and by
long, deep gorges into which the sea
launched itself with a sullen lunge,

Along their summits stood a thous-
and splres, ranging from glant lelcles
to towering peaks. Rivulets and
diminutive catarncts poured down
through the fasures and gorges they
had fashloned, for the sun had now
reached its zenith,

A serles of many colered ribbons-—
red, orange, green, biue, indigo and
violet—conforming to the convexities
and hollows, in lines zigsag, vertical
und horizontal, stretched themselves
nlong the faces of the l(cobergs.
Around transparent colonades, ser-
pentine folds of Hght wound and un-
wound

An obellsk, leaning from the abrupt
slde of 4 gorge, one Momoent wore =«
coronet that glowed like a ruby, then
It gleamed like an emerald. On &
erystal dome an Aurora slept.

The bergs nodded, heaved; the rain
ribbona wavered, danced,
ran into each other A strooger im-
pulse of the ocean that set all the
bergs plunging and leaping, and the
Aurora siipped from the dome, pur-
sued by a flight of golden spears; the
colors mingled, unravelsd and again
merged untll the bergs from base to
summit were bathed In an iridescent
uproar of flaming color—~Noew Eng-
land Magazine.

Obiarnnl Man.
It 1s a popular belief that no men

| “understand dress.” still, 1t should be

had just met his guze, bad been unfun- |

millar! ‘The polson still stood with-
In edsy reach of the old mun at No
47 Cherry street!

As he entered his bhouse, evading
his wife's sympathetie, anxlous ques.
tlons, choked down a bit of supper,
and strove to talk rationally with her,
the chaos of his thoughts alimost
overcame his assumed calmbess. At
last, urged beyond endurapce ngninst
Inaction, he hurried out into the I‘,
sotie darkness and rwalst ,

known that they have a sort of rough
apprecintion of general efects, They
can distingulsh between the woman

| who dresses well by Instinet gnd one

who does so with an effart. They are
able to recognizo st o glanes the girls
and women who go through Hfe in the
wrong kind of garments and wearing
huta which Infatustion has impelled
them to buy neninst their better juds-
ment.—Lady's Pletorinl

Another One on Chicago.

First Vassar Glrb—=That Miss Smith
from Chicago got o magnificent toue-.
ing cor for a Christimas pregent,

Second Vassar (Hrl-Hung up her
stockiag for 11, 1 saonbue,
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